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(The proceiiional hymn to Pei if phone }
Maich, chanting loud your lays,
Your heaits and voices rising,
The Saviour goddess piaising

Who vows she'll still
Om city save to endless days,
Whate'ei Thoiycion's will.

Bieak off the measuie, and change the time ,

and now with chanting and hymns adorn
Demetei, goddess mighty and high,

the harvest-queen, the giver of corn

(The processional hymn to Demetet )
O Lady, ovei om iites piesidmg,
Preserve and succoui thy choial throng,
And giant us all, in thy help confiding,
To dance and i cvel the whole day long ,
AND MUCH in eaine&t, and much in jest,
Woithy thy feast, may we speak therein
And when we have bantcied and laughed our best,
The victor's wreath be it ours to win

Call we now the youthful god,

call him hither without delay,
Him who travels amongst his chorus,

dancing along on the Sacred Way.

(The processional hymn to lacchui)
O, come with the joy of thy festival song,
O, come to the goddess, O, mix with our throng
Untired, though the journey be never so long a

O Lord of the fiohc and dance,

lacchus, beside me advance '
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